uNow9 watch,95 He held the puppies with one hand
and with the other he forced the meat Into their mouths.
Immediately they surged clumsily and eagerly over his
hand9 but he moved the meat away and at the length of
the string he dragged it along the floor just ahead of
them until they had attained a sort of scrambling lope*
Then in midfloor he flicked the meat slightly aslde^ but
without swerving the puppies blundered on and Into a
-shadowy corner, where the wall stopped them and from
which there rose presently the patient^ voiceless con-
fusion of them. Jackson crossed the floor and picked
them up and brought them back to the fire.

"Now, what do you think of them5 fer a pack of
huntln9 dawgs?n the old man demanded. 6<iCan5t smel!9
can9t bark9 and damn ef 1 believe they kin see.59

"You can?t tell nothin* about a dawg------" Jackson

essayed patiently.

"Gen'ral kin9?s his father Interrupted. "Hyer, Rafe?
call General In hyer.9*

Hafe went to the door and called, and presently
General entered? Ms claws hissing a little on the bare
floor and his ticked coat beaded with rains and he stood
and looked Into the old man's face with grave Inquiry.
"Come hyer," Mr. MacCalluni said? and the dog moved
again? with slow dignity. At that moment he saw the
puppies beneath Jaekson9s chair. He paused In mid
stride and for a moment he stood looking at them with
fascination and bafflement and a sort of grave horror;
then he gave his master one hurt9 reproachful look and
turned and departed^ his tail between his legs. Mr,
MacCallum sat down and rumbled heavily within him-
self.

"You ean*t tell about dawgs------" Jackson repeated.

He stooped and gathered up his charges9 and rose*